LITTLE FLOWERS FROM A
MILLINER'S BOX

Hy Bade Iverson.
1 have been making a lHitle hnt;
A hat for a little Indy,
Reod und brown leaves edge I,
And the grown I8 like brown moss,
If 1 might, 1 would say to her:
“Pay me nothing, pty me nothing—
1 hove been pald i full, lady—
| have been pald In memorles,
Ah, the sweep of the sundburned meidow
itising above the woodlund!
Ah, the drift ol golden beech-leaves,
Fluttering the still hour through!
| can bhear them falling, softly,
@oftly, falling on the tawny ground,
The nuts, too, are falling, pad-pad,
Micehlevously on tha earth.
Never was sky so blue os deep,
S0 unbearably perfect!
1 throw up my hands to it
1 fling kikses heavenward,
To Something to Somebody,
Who made beauty—who made Youth!
Take your hat, little lady,
Wear it smilingly;
it I8 all sewn with dreams,
And looped with memories,
Little dead Joys, lke mists,
Moat about it invistbly,
Making 1t miraculous,
You lack the money to pay for these things.
It I8 1 who owe ¥ou for the little hat
You commissioned, made of red and brown
leaves
With a crown like sun-dried moss
In the woods where I once wandered
But 1 cannot afford to be kind,
Or strange, or mad, or merry.
She will give me purse-worn bills
For the lttle dream hat, the falry-sewn hat.
And 1 shall say with formality:
“Phank you, madam; 1 am glad
You nre pleased with the little hat"

Stile, stale, fint, fint!

WIill there never agaln coma & doy

When 1 shall be throwing klsses to the sky.

Hoping they will reach up to Him

Who made beauty, and little golden leaves,

And brown nuts falllng in the autumn woods?
—8an Franclsco News Letter

A olergyman, who was not averse to an occa-
glonnl gluss, hired an Irishman to clean out his
cellnr. The Irighman began his work He brought
forth & lot of empty whisky bottles, and as he lift-
ed each one he looked through It at the sun.
The preacher, who was walking on the lawn, saw
himy and sald. “They are all dead ones, Pat."
“They are!” sald Pat, “Well, thers |8 wan good
thing about It they all had the minister wid
them whin they were dying."—San Francisco Ar-
gonaut,

“Nice children you have. Which |g this?”

“The seventh ™

“"He seems to be the heplthlest-looking one of
the loL™

“Yes; by the time he came slong his mother
kad run out of .thepries."—Town Talk

Madge—1 don't think there'd
voting, anyhow,
Marjorie—8ure there would.

didn't Hke

bé #ny fun in

if o woman you
were runsing, you could get all the

fudge and sodo you wanted out of her, and then
vole agalust her—Judge,

GOODWIN'S WEEKLY.
THE LAST OF THE FIANNA

By Eleanor Cox.
"They lay down on the side of the hill at
Tenmbhair, nnd put their lips to the carth, and
died."—Gods und Fighting Men,

To the dewy earth they turned thelr faces,
Sweel, green Mother of their old delight;

They for whom in Erin no more place wis—
They the once strong bulwarks of her might;

Scarce a good man's stonethrow from where Tara
Reared its shining splendor on the height.

Golden-shod the hours In that fair palace
Danced like maldens to a festal song,
But for them who dralned Life’s bitter chalice
There upon the hill the day was long;
Tl sweet Death came down in the gray twilight,
Death, whose kind kisa heals all human
wrong,

Kissing now their 1lds of drowsing vislon
With a Dream of Life as it had bean,
Glowing with the joy of awift decision,
Radiant with the flash of sword-blades keen.
Ringing with the songs of Nature's springtime,
Crowned with love of goddess and of queen.

Calling to them through the trooping shadows,
Beputiful, undimmed of Age or Fear,
Those who with them through the golden meg-
dows,
In thelr morn of Manhood cloudlessclear,
Long ago behind the peerless Fionn,
Rode to hunt of feceman or of deer,

Bo Night set her seal upon thelr dreaming,

Of brave days and deeds forever gone,

S0 they passed, the men of god-like seeming,

With thelr faces set towards the Dawn,
They whose like in all her future story,

Nevermore thelr land should lock upon.

“Must you say '‘No?' he plended,

“It Is not necessary,' she returned sweetly.
“I eun say "‘Most assuredly not’ In fact, there
are several ways of expressing the same thought."
—Liverpool Mercury,

“I am sorry, but | advertised for a Scandina-
vian cook sald Mrs, White, "Lawd sake!"” re
piied Parnlysia Pearl Waddles, “what diffunce do
it make what a lady's "liglon am, dess so's she
kin cook."—Judge.

“Yas," sald the buchelor, with the consclous
pride of sacrifice, "1 mnke a polnt of giving up
cartain plessures douring Lent.”

“Huh!" snorted the married man, “You bach-
elera have a cineh on that sort of thing, TWhat
are forty days to three hundred and sixtyfive?”

Town Toples,

0Old Gentleman (who has Just finished reading
an accounlt of a shipwreck with loss of pass-
engers and all hands)—Ha! 1 am sorry for the
woor sailors that were drowned, Old Lady—8ail
ors! It lsn't the sallors—it's the passengers 1
am sorry for, The sallors are used to It
Kansas Cilty Star,

Crawford—1 see that the world’s supply of drugs
Is belng imperiled Ly the war., Crabshaw—Don't
worry, Perhaps nature will now get a ¢hance to
cure us,—Puck.

Diistriet Visitor—And how are you today, Mrs.

Jones? The Patlent-——Nol at all badly, thank you,
mia'am. The doctor is dolng his best. 1've told
him there will be nobody to pay him unless T get

well,—Cardiff Weastern Mujl,
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